TRAVELLING TO EVEREST, IQ22
Every 10 miles or so there is a bungalow where good
shelter and a roaring wood fire can be obtained ; and many
happy times have I spent, on this and other expeditions,
in these dak-bungalows.
Getting higher day by day, we pass first through the
tall forest trees with dense undergrowth below them, and
verdant, fertile clearings where the villagers grow their
crops. In a day or two the trees are smaller, the jungle
less thick, and the clearings less productive. By the fifth
day from Darjeeling, the only trees are pines and rhododen-
drons, and even they are so exposed to the weather that
many have been struck by lightning and killed from
exposure. On the sixth day we cross the Jelep La pass,
17,000 feet high, where there are no trees at all, and only
dwarf juniper and rhododendron bushes, the pass itself
being usually under snow until April.
We descended into a deep valley where slushy snow
lay beneath the pines, then went gradually up the grassy,
open valley of Chumbi until we suddenly came out on a
good-sized town, with a friendly-looking Union Jack flying
from the house of the Trade Agent of Yatung. Here we
spent several days going through stores, and preparing for
a very long march up the desolate vale to Phari Dzong.
The treeless, almost plantless scenery was relieved by mag-
nificent views—when the top of the valley was reached—
of Chomal-Hari, one of the most shapely of all peaks.
Among other incidents on the march to Phari was an
immense frozen waterfall, in its way one of the most
beautiful things I have ever seen.
Phari is a quaint, dirty, walled town, much more pleasant
in winter when the muck in the streets is frozen hard so
that you can walk on top of it, than in summer when
the said mixture is a slimy mire about 3 feet deep. On
our return to Phari in summer, we found it better to walk
on top of the walls than in between them.
On one occasion I was called to see a patient in Phari;
a rich young lady had broken her arm. The house was a
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